can "50110.' Motner tens me mat i was two years and one-half old, as old as my little son now is, when niy infant sister Fanny, Mother, and [ came to that kitchen twenty-live years a^o to join my father. We came from a little cottage in a small Russian Polish town to the ghetto of an American city.
We called our room the " kitchen," although it was the one and only room in our new " home." It opened into a narrow alley from which stairs led up to a courtyard. In that day there were no inconvenient housing laws, and a clever landlord had placed hoard flooring in a cellar, partitioned it off, and rented it to immigrant families. Our kitchen
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